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[The next entry in MESL's journal isa text entitled "Above the 
Fog"; text here omitted] 


[The next entry in MESL's journal is a text by Smith entitled 
"Sometimes"; text here omitted] 


--January 1, 1931-- 


Another clean white page is opened to my recording of deeds good 
or ill: 


Old years and new years all 

Blended into one, 

The best of what there is to be, the 
Best of what is gone-- 

Lets bury all the failures in the 
Dim and dusty past 

And keep the smiles of friendship 
And laughter to the last.-- 


Old years and new years, life's 

In the making still: 

We havent come to glory yet, but 
There's the hope we will: 

The dead old was twelve months 
Long, but now from it we're free. 
And what's one year of good and bad 
To all the years to be? 


Old years and new years, we 

Need them one and all 

To reach the dome of character 

And build its sheltering wall: 

Past failures tried the souls of us 
But if their tests we stood, 

The sum of what we are to be, 

May yet be counted good. 


I began the New Year by staying in doors all day with my left 
arm and hand imerged in a hot solution of salts, under directions 
of Dr. Carl Brown as he said I had a good case of erisyplas[?]. and 
as I had an invitation to eat turkey with the Russell sisters it 
was quite a cross. Edna went without me and brought back a box 
of goodies to me so it did not seem near so bad. Susan Munson was 
spending a few days with us so I was not alone altho she went out 
to Mrs. Wage's to dinner. She left us the following Tuesday, the 
weather was getting very cold after the rainy days. Edna was back 
in school and I by myself once more. Sun. the 4th we were in- 
vited to diner up on Clarks Summit but only Edna could go.-- To 


